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stage personality as well as good looks, which drew to her
dressing-room after the performance queues of elderly
Frenchmen, who specialised in white ties, white mous-
taches, black waistcoats, and top-hats, almost out of the
pages of George du Maurier.
Paris arrives late for its opera, even on a night that
was described as a soiree romantique. They have no
Sir Thomas Beecham to goad them into punctuality:
moreover, the lights remained on for the whole of
the first act, I thought it was to aid the late-comers,
but discovered it was to "light up the stage in the
brilliant ballroom scene/*
The amount of "walking about" space which exists
in the Paris Opera House is incredibly large; behind the
scenes it is like going over the Naval Barracks at Chatham,
Black beards were better at the Grand Guignol this
time than on my last visit.  A sinister Chinaman did
some neat yet dirty work, and as for the final farce, it
was more Gallic than any I have ever seen.  It caused
Mr. Richard Owen, the famous art collector, to glance
nervously at his daughter Florrie, and wonder whether
he had not better take her home to study the beauties of
a new Manet which he has just discovered. This picture
depicts a scene at Paris-Plage in 1883, which is even
before the days when Lord Portarlington visited this resort.
And then there are my visits to Sainte-Clotilde, to which
all lovers of the music of C&ar Franck should go. It was
in the organ-loft of this church that the greatest works of
the French master were written, and where inspiration
beckoned. Recall for an instant Rongier>s picture of Franck
sitting at the organ, his left hand on a manual and his
right on one of the stops, while his eyes are half closed
as if listening for the mystic chants which came to him.

